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SSENDOMI pervenuta alle mani la tra- 
duzione dell' incomparabile elegia del Sig*. 
Gray in lingua italiana (ultimamente pubblicata 

dal Sig*. Giuſeppe Torelli uomo nella poetica fa 
coltà di grandiſſimo, e vivace ingegno, e moltiſſi 
mo intelligente della lingua ingleſe,) la quale pet 
eſſere di gran lunga ſuperiore ad ogni altra, che 
in qui ſia comparſa alla luce, e trapaſſata in di 
verſe mani con ammirazione d' ognuno, ha ecci 
tato in molti un gran deſiderio d' averne un- 
copia; percid non potendoſi ſoddisfare a tali ri- 
chieſt 


6 


chieſte in altra guiſa pid convenevole ſe non ſe 
con metterla di nuovo alle ftampe, mi ſono vo- 
lentieriſſimo accinto a si lodevol impreſa, ſperando 
ch' una tal gpra porgera loro gran diletto, gli 

| quali potranno offervare, quanto bene li ſenti- 

| menti delle due lingue convengano infieme, e 

| corriſpondanfi con eleganza e bellezza. 


AGOSTINO ISOLA. 


„* 


WRITTEN 


INA 


' COUNTRY CHURCHYARD. 


HE curfew tolls the knell of parting day; 

The lowing herd wind ſlowly o'er the lea; 
The Lone homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darkneſs and to me. 


Now fades the 1 landſcape on the gt 
And all the air a ſolemn ſtillneſs holds, 3 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning fliglit, 
And — tinklings lull _ diſtant folds; 


. Save that, 1 yonder 83 tow'r, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of ſuch, as wand'ring near her ſecret bow'r, 

| Moleſt her ancient ſolitary reign. 
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\EGNA1 la ſquilla il di, che oy vien manco; : 
Y Mugghia Tarmento, e via lento erra e — 
Torna a caſa il bifolco inchino e ſtanco, | 
Et a me laſcia 11 mondo e a l foſc ombra.. 


Gia fugge il piano al guardo, \E glis 
E de I aere un ſilenzio alto s . 15 
Fuor ve lo ſcarabon ronzando vola 
B cupo tintinnir gli ovili aſſonna 


E d' erma torre 11 gufo ognor penſolo 226 
Si duole, al raggio de la luna amicſoo. 


1411 4 | 
Di chi, girands il ſuo ricetto ombroſo, 1 
Gli turba ul regno een antico. „n e 


© WH 
Beneath thoſe rugged elms, that yew-tree's ſhade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet ſleep. 


The breezy call of incenſe-breathing morn, 

The ſwallow-twitt'ring from the ſtraw-built ſhed, 
The cock's ſhrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more ſhall rouſe them from their lowly bed. 


For chem no more the blazing art ſhall burn, 
Or buſy houſewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to liſp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kiſs to ſhare. 
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Oft did the harveſt to the ſickle vield, 
Their furrow oft the ſtubborn glebe has broke; 


& How jocund did they drive their team afield! 


How bow'd the woods beneath their ſturdy ſtroke! 


Let not aui mötk their uſeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deſtiny obſcure; 

Nor grandeur hear with a diſdainful ſmile, 
The ſhort and ſimple annals of the poor. 


* 


The 


(<y 3 
Di que duri . a I ombra, e di quel taſſo, 2 5 
Ve s' alzan molte polveroſe glebe, E 
Dorme per ſempre; in loco and e baſſo, | 

De la villa la rozza antica plebe. 1 


L aura ſoave del naſcente Finde =, OL 
Di rondine il garrir r 

Del gallo il canto, o il rauco ſuon del corno _— 
Pit non gh deſtera da I umil letto. een 


Per lor non pid arde il ob 0 i mas madre 


— — — — 


A le ſue cure veſpertine attende: 71 1 INC 
La balba famigliuola 1 in grembo al ba. 15 
Non repe, e baci invidiati gg Ni 


Speſſo a la falce 10 ceſſe 11 6 colto, 
Speſſo domar le dure zolle i Neri. 
Come lieti lor tiro al campo han volto! 
Com' piegar ſotto a gravi colpi 1 cerril © 
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Non beffi I opre lor faſto ſuperbo, 

L' oſcura ſorte, i ruſtici diletti, 
K non aſcolti con ſorriſo acefbo | 
De' poverelli i brevi annali e ſchietti, © 


Qual 
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The boaſt of. heraldry, the pomp of pow r, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e er gave, 
| Await alike: th' inevitable hour. 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 


Nor you, ye proud, impute to theſe the fault, 
| If mem'ry o'er their tombs no trophies raiſe, 
Where thro' the long-drawn- iſle and fretted vault, 
The pealing anthem ſwells the note of Krit 


Caan ſtoried urn or 8 buſt 
# Back to its manſion call the fleeting breath? 
can honour's voice provoke the ſilent duſt, 
| - Or flatt'ry ſooth the dull cold ear r of death? 


Perhaps in this neglected ſpot is laid 
some heart once pregnant — 58 celeſtial fire 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have ſway d, 
fy Or wak'd to extaſy the living lyre. 


* But knowledge to their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the ſpoils of time did ne'er. unroll; 
Chill penury repreſs'd their noble rage, 

|; | And froze the genial current of the ſoul. 
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: * per ſangue, e real pompa S' onora, 
Quanto mai I' or, quanto beltà dar you. 
L' iſteſſa aſpetta evitabil' ora. 
Anco la via d' onor * a la foſſa. 


Ne tu Wade 0 altler, coteſta tomba, 
Se non orna trofeo I offa ſepolte, - T0 
Ne bell inno di lode alto rimbomba © © 
Per tunghe lose. e iftoriate volte. 8 


Puote forſe opra di ſcarpello arguto 
Richiamar F alma a la ſua ſpoglia ignuda? 

O puo canto eccitare il cener muto, 
E allettar morte ineſorabil crada? 


Forſe in queſto negletto angolo alberga 
Spirto gia pieno d' un ardor celeſte; 
O man degna che tratti real verga, 
E vocal cetra a nobil canto deſte. 


Ma lor Soft non ſyolſe il gran volume, 
Che I tempo di ſue ſpoglie ornò e diſtinſe. 
Tarpd al bell' eſtro poverta le piume, 

E corſo a I alme con ſuo gelo ſtrinſe. 
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Full many a gem of pureſt ray ſerene, 

The dark unfathom d caves of ocean bear: 
Full many a flower is born to bluſh unſeen, 
And waſte its ſweetneſ son the deſert air. 


Some ene that with dauntleſs breaſt 
The little Tyrant of his fields withſtood; 

Some mute inglorious Milton here may reſt, 
Some Cromwell en of his country's blood. 


Th' applauſs of liſt' ning ſenates to command, 
The threats of pain and ruin to deſpiſe, 

To ſcatter plenty o er a ſmiling land, 

And read their hiſt” * in a nation 8 eyes, 


Their lot forbad: nor circumſerib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confin'd; 
Forbad to wade thro' ſlaughter to a throne, 
And ſhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 


The ſtruggling pangs of conſcious truth to hide, 
To quench the bluſhes of ingenuous ſhame, | 
Or heap the ſhrine of luxury and pride 
With incenſs kindled at the muſe' 8 flame. 5 
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Chiare vie pm che bel raggio Sund ont as 
Chiude il mar gemme entro a" ſuoĩ cupi orroriz 7 
E non veduti fior tingono il ſeno, 

E per ſolingo ciel ſpargon gli odori. 


Forſe un ruſtico Ambdèno ha qui P avello, 
Che al tiran de' ſuoi campi oppoſe il petto, 15 
Un oſcuro Miltone, od un Cromuello, 1 

Non mai del ſan gue de la Patria infetto. 


Tener grave Senato intento.e fits; 18753 
Di duolo e danni non temer minaccia, 
Sparger ſu regni con la copia il riſo, 
E la ſua vita altrui leggere in faccia, 


Vietd lor ſorte: pur ſe non concede 
Che virtù emerga, fa che l vizio langue. 
Quindi neſſun la via chiuſe a mercede, 


Empio, ne al trono unqua nuotò pel ſangue. 


Neſſun di coſcienza il verme riss 
Compreſſe, o ſpenſe un candido roſſore; 
Ne incenſi al luſſo, e a la ſuperbia offrio, 
Arſi a la fiamma de le ſacre Suore. 


Lunge 


. 
2 — 


— —— 
— — - . 


(wm) 


: — eee. DO 
—_— — — _ IS * 
8 n 0 wad N 


— — ng 


— — — - — 
— I I — — 
— — — 
5 N > a 


g Fa ar "0 the | PROTON a ignoble ſtrife, 
Their, ſaber wiſhes never learn d to . 8 
Along the cool ſequeſter d: vale of life 
They kept the noiſcleſt en of their way. 
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vet ev'n. theſe. hones "TOE inſult to protect || 
Some frail memarial fill erected nigh, — 
With uncouthrkimesandſhapoleſs ſeulptaredeck d, 
— the paſſing. tribute of a figh. 045 


Their name, their years, pelt by th unletter d muſe, 
The place of fame and eiegy ſupply: 
And many a holy text: around the ſtrew ss, 

That teach the ruſtic moraliſt to die. rl 


: For who, t to dumb forgedfalues A prey, 
This pleaſing anxious being e'er reſign'd, 
Left the warm preginGts of the chearful day, 


Nor caſt one longing ling ring look behind ? 
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On ſome fond breaſt the parting ſoul relies, 
Some pious drops the cloſing eye requires; 

| Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aſhes live their wonted fires. 
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Lunge dal papelar ruulga WY 2501 
Non mai torſero il pig dal dane call... by ci ll 
Seguendo 11 corſo lor tranquillo a 54 40 
Per l' erma de la vita opaca valle- 43 


Pur a diſender da villano inſul a. 

Queſt' oſſa, eretto alcun ſaſſo VAIN: os ven 1 F 
D' incolte rime, e roꝝge forme. Aale. Sad 
Qualche ſoſpir richiede al peregrind, 5 


1 nomi e. gli angi, ſenza ſtudio ** 
Di carmi in vece, indotta, man ae 
E con ſaęre ſentenze intorn —. 14 
Al buon cultore di mori dans 0 bas. 


Li 


Chi mai chi de 1: oblio nel. Falco) N ela 
Queſta affannoſa amahil vita avvolle, | 
E laſcid le contrade alme del cielo, _ 

Ne un ſoſpiroſo ſguardo indietro volſe? 


Poſa, ſpirando, in grembg, amieo e fido; |) 
L' alma, e chiede di pianto alcuna ftilla. 

Da la tomba anco alza natura il grid, 

E ſotto il cenar freddo amor sfavilla. 


(6 ) 


For thee, who mindful of th unhonour'd dead 
Doſt in theſe lines their artleſs tale relate; RA 
If chance, by lonely contemplation lead. 

Some kindred Pint ſhall inquire thy fate, 


Haply ſome hoary-headed ſwain may fay: 
Oft have we ſeen him at the peep of dawn 


Bruſhing with haſty ſteps the dews away, 
To meet the ſun upon the upland lawn. 


There at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
That wreathes its old fantaſtic roots ſo high; - 
His liſtleſs length at noontide would he ſtretch, 
And pore upon: the brook that babbles by. 


Hard by yon wood, now ſmiling a as in ſcorn, 
Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove, 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or craz'd with care, or croſs'd in 1 love. 


One morn I miſs d him on the eule hill, 
Along the heath, and near his fav'rite tree; 
Another came; nor yet beſide the rill, 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
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Ma fe di te, Ge in  ſenplide favella 
Narri ſtoria di gente oſcura umile, 
Fia che brami ſaper qualche novelaa 
Qua giunto a ſorte ſpirto ermo e gentile; 


] 


Speſſo, forſe dirà Paſtor canuto, 
La rugiada crollar gm da l' erbetta, 
Frettoloſo in ſu I alba i I ho veduto,. 
Per incontrare il Sol ſu{l' alta vetta. - 


Sotto quell' ondeggiante antico faggio, 
Che radici ha bizzarre e s profonde, 
Proſteſo e lento, al più cocente raggio, 
Fiſo aſcoltava il mormorar de onde. 


Ora ridente di ſchernevol tiſo r 
Movea preſſo quel boſco il paſſo eri ante. 
Mormorando ſue fole, or meſto in viſo, 

O pien di cure, o dilperato amante. 


Una mattina in ſu 1 uſato monte 

Io più nol vidi al caro arbore appreſſo: 
Venne poi I altra, e pur in quella al fonte 
Non ſi moſtrò, ne al poggio, o al boſco iſteſſo. 


La 
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The next with dirges due in ſad array | 
Slow thro' the church- way path we ſaw him born, 
Approach and read (for thou can'ſt read) the lay, 
Grav d on the ſtone beneath yon aged thorn. 


Here reſts his head upon the lap of earth 

A youth to fortune and to fame unknown; 

Fair ſcience frown'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark d him for her own. 


Large was his bounty; and his foul ſincere, 
Heav'n did a recompenee as largely ſend: 
He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear; 
He gain'd from heav'n (twas all he wiſh'd) a friend. 


No farther ſeek his merits to diſcloſe, 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repoſe) 
The boſom of his Father and his God. 


( 19 ) 


La terza al fin con lenta pompa e tetra 
Portar fi vide al tempio: or t avvicina, 
E leggi tu, che I ſai, ſcolpito in pietra 

Lo ſeritto, ſotto quell antica ſpina. 


Giovane a fama ignoto et a fortuna 
Qui vien che in grembo de la terra dorma. 
Sofia non iſdegnò ſua baſſa cuna, 
E triſtezza il ſegnò de la ſua forma. 


Sincero era il ſuo cuore, e di pietate 

(E dal ciel n' ebbe ampia mercede) ardea. 
Un ſoſpir, quanto avea, diè a povertate, 
E un amico impetro, n N 


Pit oltre non cercar, nè d' ir Saad 
Ti ſtudia le ſue buone, o le triſte opre. 
Fra la ſpeme e l timor, nel ſen tremendo 
Di Dio fi ſtanno, e denſo vel le cuopre. 


